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But among their betters, subtlety and shrewdness were rampant. <
A German civilian, a professor at a minor university, who was in
Pan's on some Kultur mission, was deeply disgusted l>y I Tench
servility. As a contrast, he explained how Germany had sabotaged
the Treaty of Versailles from the start. The Weimar Republic, had
many grave faults, but under the circumstances it did its best to keep
the frame of the Army intact and the Gorman spirit too. I put to
him the question whether republican Germany would have gone
to war, too. Me said naturally, and added that; it would have taken
longer and would have been a less efficient war. To wage-, modern
war you need a dictatorship; hence, came the Kihrcr and his crew.
Was war a necessity? Why war? [ got the already several times
quoted reply. A world of plenty, the Garden of l.iden, fulfilment of
the German dream and the rest of the bag of tricks. The professor
sported a beard, had kindly blue eyes and looked as peace should
look. His speciality was Greek art. I inquired if Goethe would be
a Nazi if he was alive. The professor nodded emphatically. Rather
a pity. I could now say that for the Germans war stood lor salvation.
Undoubtedly so. But my interest was more focused for the moment
on the relationship of Germany as a war-waging nation to the
Weltanschauung as preached by Goebbels, Rosenberg, and the early
Hitler.
Men of the lower middle classes, between the age of thirty-five
and forty-five, were Nazis. Men of the last war, men of whom Hans
Fallada wrote Little Man, What Now! But even these men con-
tinuously mixed up Hitler with Wotan, so to speak. They went
over to Hitler because they were unemployed and because having
fought the last war they knew they were beaten. Not only by
advertised starvation, but beaten in the field by Foch, Weygand, and
Haig. Beaten by the French, the British, and the Americans.
Whenever I was constrained to listen to their long explanations
of sabotage behind the lines I gathered clearly they were but
camouflaging the truth of their defeat. Those men needed the
paraphernalia of National Socialism to forget the truth and believe
the lie. Left alone, lying was an uphill task, but with Hags and shirts
and bands it was easy. Then the ninetcen-twenties, with IX H.
Lawrence and the Saint Louis Blues, were too much given to indivi-
dual thinking. That didn't suit them. But came Hitler, who more
or less said: Why think? I can save you from thought. HI make
you march and counter-march till you completely forget that over-
rated exercise. Overrated, indeed; for thought walks hand in hand
with memories; and the memories weren't too good. Men of the
upper classes who belonged to the same age group were similarly